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Co. of the U.S.A.
The first two days were unpleasant, but at Malta the
sea was like a mill-pond. We stayed three days there and
then steamed north-east. Valetta harbour is full of blue
clay, and from the anchor chain I gathered enough to make
several heads of the captain and crew. This occupied my
time till we got to Athens, or rather Piraeus. Here we
stayed four days. Athens was in a turmoil. The streets
were full of soldiers, and burnings of newspaper offices and
riots were everyday happenings. The Acropolis filled me
with ecstasy. I had never imagined anything so beautiful,
and when I saw the false Caryatid I wondered whether
Great Britain would ever do the right thing and restore the
original to Greece. I bathed at Phaleron, and met at the
Hotel Grand Bretagne one who had been at Bushey with
me. It was extremely hot in Athens, the white streets and
buildings acting as reflectors for the light and rejectors for
the heat. We left our American friend at Athens, as he
was on his way to Smyrna where he hoped to do trade.
The sea was blue and calm when we left Piraeus for
Alexandria, and my mind was full of Greece and her history
as she faded away in the distance and hid herself gently in
a faint azure mist. Alexandria was also unsettled at this
time, and there had been riots all over the town. I stayed
in an hotel wherein was M. Khatissian, President of the
Armenian Republic, who was touring the Armenian colonies
in the Levant, raising money for the prosecution of the war
with Turkey which Great Britain was urging them to
continue. I met M. Khatissian, and almost before I
realized it I had arranged with him to proceed to Armenia
and train his troops for continuing the fight. Little did